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crowned with empty soda-water bottles, failed to rouse
him. Nor when they passed the staircase where he
had flung a leg of lamb at some indelicate disturbing
tutor, did he feel remorse. High on that staircase were
the rooms in which he had crammed for his degree,
upon the system by which the scholar simmers on the
fire of cramming, boils over at the moment of examina-
tion, and is extinct for ever after. His coach's face
recurred to him, a man with thrusting eyes, who reeled
off knowledge all the week, and disappeared to town on
Sundays.

They passed their tutor's staircase.

" I wonder if little Turl would remember us ? " said
Crocker; " I should like to see him. Shall we go and
look him up ? "

" Little Turl ? " said Shelton dreamily.

Mounting, they knocked upon a solid door.

" Come in," said the voice of Sleep itself.

A little man, with a pink face and large red ears, was
sitting in a fat pink chair, as if he had been grown
there.

" What do you want ?>J he asked them, blinking.

te Don't you know me, sir ? "

" God bless me! Crocker, isn't it ? I didn't
recognise you with a'beard/'

Crocker, who had not been shaved since starting on
his travels, chuckled feebly.

" You remember Shelton, sir ? " he said.

" Shelton ? Oh yes ! How do you do, Shelton ?
Sit down; take a cigar; " and, crossing his fat little
legs, the little gentleman looked them up and down
with drowsy interest, as who should say : 4 Now, after
all you know, why come and wake me up like this ? '

Shelton and Crocker took two other chairs; they, too,